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° THE FOOLISH FEAT. | miliarly on theshoul- 
| der with the light ri- 


In the summer vacation of -183—, a par- ~~ : 
| ding switch which he 


ty of gay yo collegians visited Tatters- | Aaigiyt: 
ven Onna i Liesl This remarka- | °*"* ied in his hand, 
bly noble ruin consists of a single lofty keep, “is that bee a@ rot- 
rising to the height of two hundred feet, the | tem one ? ; 
interior being open from summit to hase-| “t means nt be 
ment, Mighty oaken beams once however, | over-for’ard to ig rr 
spanned the massive walls, supporting floors, ™' self on it, sir, 
which formed stories of varying height, | 7°P lied the man, a 
Many of these beams have fallen to the base- | fat dumpy person- 
ment, completely rotten, through shameful ae would’st! 
exposure to the weather, ever since the roof No. I should sai 
crumbled away ; others still pertinaciously | | ‘think hia @ 
hang, more or less broken and decayed, but, mponded Len rd Swin- 
in a majority of instances, seem as if a 
strong gust of eddying wind would send them 
down crashing, to mingle their fragments ing across his fea- 
with those already mouldering below. tures, ashe surveyed 
The party were in high spirits. They i. «old fellow” from 
had drunk old wines, and their. young blood | 5.44 to foot. “But, 
flowed hotly in their veins; they had laughed, | ill tnd, GA 0h ov 
joked, and talked themselves into wild eX-| kuow anybody 
citement. About half-way up to the castle-| — 1, upon it, eh?” 
turrents there is a sort of open landing,| 4.4 go, yes, On- 
which goes along one wall of the structure ; | ly last. summer, a 
and on to this landing the party stepped) young Cantab ran 
from the grand spiral staircase they had/} ong to end of 
hitherto been ascending, and there paused it, as I seed with my 
@ moment’ to look about them. 


}don, a smile of su- 
| preme disdain sweep- 


pe own eyes.” 
The scene was striking. A few beams) «pig peo” 
sprung across just below their feet; a few “True,” put in 
thick-moted rays of sun pierced through the Deschamp. “I re- 


adjoining loop-holes ; a few fleecy cloudlets 

flitted athwart the blue ether high overhead. 

Startled by the noisy visitors, a number of} ‘ 
: he brag about it!” 

dusky jackdaws flew out of their holes up| ,.° : tnd sth 

and down the walls, and after chattering | Him !” exclaimed Lord Swindon, wi 


} . 46 ilk- 
their decided disapprobation of being dis- | An pha rea ret ‘aa. "alas it 
turbed, made half-a-dozen whirling circuits | . P* : Pooh * dada 


iter si : is anything of a feat. 
of the interior, raising rapidly upwards, un- ? i 
til they disappeared “Not a feat !” murmured his companions, 


Immediately afterwards, a great white and, with one accord, they stretched forth 
owl projected its visage from a hole close | their necks, and, gazing down the dim mt 
above where one of the beams joined the op- area ya they pa Well 7 . 
posite wall, and after frightedly peering)‘ e beam in question Me a be 
with its great dazzled eyes, the harmless | POIBht ofabont cr as ~~ an pom 
creature bewilderedly popped from its hole) jenenth 1 — there but a gloomy , 

only broken in one or two places by crum- 


‘ avi few feeb! 
“s tee eg ene spent “es bling beams, and not one even of these was 
utter , : 
‘ . . it. “ h 
stationary, crouched in a ball-like figure, by many feet _— it. “Ob, Swindon, how 
|can you say so? 


close to the wall. ’ 
| «Ee : ” . 
“Oh, Deschamp,” exclaimed one of the I can say it, and I do,” snappishly re 


party to a friend at his side, who was pluck- plied the fiery young man, his brain heated 
: . . _ |with wine; “and, at any rate, what that fel- 
anne ane see Hs low Manners has done, I can do. So look 
which literally clothes the castle walls in- te , 7 
side and out, “look yonder at Minerva’s me r 
bird.” Thus speaking, he recklessly stepped on 
“Ha! ha!” chorussed the company—‘“a the beam, and, despite the remonstrances of 
veritable owl !” | his companions, was in the act of proceed- 
Thereupon one and all began picking up | ing along it, when his arm — firmly ape ae 
bits of brick and mortar from where they ¢d, and a low, deep-toned voice exclaimed, 
stood, and threw them at the bird with va-| “My lord, do you court a horrible death? 
rious degrees of skill. Qne or two bits even | Do not thus risk your life for naught.” 
struck it, but, so far from being roused| The individual who thus unhesitatingly 
thereby, the’ owl merely gave one boding, | interfered was evidently unknown to all 
long drawn, sepulchral screech, and contract- present, being a casual visitof to the castle, 
ing its ghastly outline into still smaller com-' who had just joined the group. With an 
pass, fairly buried its broad visage between imprecation, the madcap youngster jerked 
the meeting bony tips of its wings. |his arm away, and sprang forward along 
“What a stupid creature! Hoo! horoo!!the beam. Its surface was rough, rounded 
shouted they, thinking by that means to in- and uneven; and as he ran along, swerving 
duce it to fly. But the outcry only terrified | from side to side, every instant in danger of, 
the bird to such a degree, that it struck its being precipitated downwards, with the aw- 
claws conyulsively into the decayed timber, ful certainty of being dashed to pieces, his 
and stirred not at all. |friends could hardly restrain themselves 
“It’s the way o’ them creeturs here,” said | from shrieking with terror, though such a 
the guide, who was showing the party over course would probably have had the imme- 
the castle; “they’re about the stupidest diate effect of discomposing the equilibrium 
things in creation, I’m thinking !” jot their rash companion, and so inducing the 
“Humph !” muttered Lord Swindon, a | catistrophe they fully anticipated, without 
handsome, athletic young man of twenty, | the power of prevention. Had the adven- 
“with such an example before our eyes, we | turer’s presence of mind one moment failed 
cannot but admit your opinion to be highly |—had his self-possession and confidence wa- 
philosophical and indisputable. But I say, | vered or forsaken him—had his brain sick- 
old fellow,” added he, tapping the guide fa- ened, or his eyes turned dim for a single 
s 


member now, it was 





young Manners of Brazennose ; and did’nt 


‘ing in his hands. 
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had his footing slipped on the slimy surface 


the knots projecting from the rotten wood! 
which had mouldered away around them— 
at once would he have been hurled into 
dreadful eternity. 

But an unseen hand sustained him, and 
safely he reached the extremity of the beam, 
ruthlessly wrenched the trembling owl from 
its perch, waved it aloft in triumph, and 
then with a proud ejaculation, began to re- 
trace his steps with it shrieking and flutter- 
When he reached the 
centre of the frail beam, which creaked and 
bent terribly with his comparatively small 


second—had he made the least false step—' catching a glimpse of your struggling form, 


of the beam—had he tripped against any of| 


are a lying coward.” | 

‘Listen, my lord,” | 
answered the person | 
thus addressed, and | 


this time his tone, 
was even calmer than | 
before. “One year 
ago, you were walk- 
ing at the midnight | 
hour on the pier at | 
the seaport of Hull, 
and but one other 
person was upon it, 
and he was a stran-. 
ger to you. You! 
trod too near the| 
edge of the pier, and 
fell into the sea. The 
tempest was howl- 
ing, and the tide was 
high and running 
strongly; and, ere 
you could utter more 
than one smothered 
ery, ithad swept you 
many yards away, 
and you were sink- 
ing rapidly, Except 
God, noné but that 
. stranger heard your 
ery of agony; and 
soon as it reached his 
ear, he looked forth 
upon the waters, and, 


he instantly plunged in, and after much diy- 
ing, eventually grasped you at a great depth. 
Long did he support your helpless body, and 
stoutly did he buffet the stifling waves, and 
loudly did he call for aid. At length help 
came; and at the last moment, he and you 
were saved just in time for life to be pre- 
served in both, Is not this true, my lord?” 

“It is,” emphatically responded the young 
nobleman; but what have you to do with 
it? Idon't know you—though it is not at 
all wonderful,” added he with a sneer, “that 
you should happen to know about the mat- 
ter, for the newspapers blazoned it quite suf- 
ficiently.” 





weight, he paused, drew himself up to his 
full height—air above, air beneath, air all 
around, nought but air—and deliberately 
tore the head of the owl by main force from 
its body. Having perpetrated this cruel 
deed, he tossed the bloody head among the 
breathless spectators, and sharply dashed the 
writhing body into the void beneath his feet. 
He cooly watched its descent, until it lay a 
shapeless mass on the stones below ; then, 
with a slow bravadoing mien, he walked back 
to his terrified party, and boastingly demand- 
ed of them whether they thought “Manners 
could beat that !” 

“My lord,” solemnly said the stranger, 
‘tyou have not performed the act either of a 
brave or sane man, and you have committed 
a despicable deed on one of God’s helpless 
creatures. You ought to thank him, my 


saved you from the penalty you incurred.” 

“What do you say?” fiercely demanded 
Lord Swindon. ‘Do you dare to insinuate 
cowardice against me?” and, with flashing 
brow, he assumed a threatening attitude. 

“I know not, my lord, whether you are 
brave or not, but what I have witnessed was 
certainly not an exercise of true courage,” 
was the passionless reply. 

“And yet you daren’t do it.” 


offering a deadly insult to my Maker.” 
“Fine words!” Then, carried away by 
the excitement of the moment, he added, 





lord, from the depth of your soul, that he’ another word could be uttered, had left the 


“My lord, one question more. Did you 
ever learn who that stranger was, who, un- 
der God, saved your life ?” 

“No; when I recovered a little, he left 
me at the hotel, where he was unknown, and 
I have never seen him since.” 

“Then, my lord,” was the startling re- 
joinder, “look well at me, for I am that 
stranger.” 

“You?” 

“Yes—I whom you have branded as a 
liar and a coward. Little thought 1 that 
the life I saved at the imminent risk of my 
own, would be madly, wickedly jeopardised 
for no price whatever, as I have seen it this 
hour. Mine, my lord, was true courage ; 
yours was false. Henceforth know the dif- 
ference between them. Farewell.” 


| So saying, the stranger bowed, and before 


|astounded party. 





HANNAH BAILEY, AND THE ROCE OF | 


| AGES. 
One summer evening, years ago, a little 
girl, carrying a large bundle, was slowly 


the music came floating down the lawn, 
blended with the faint rustling of the leaves, 
and the indescribable hum of insect life, it 
might have attracted an older and more crit- 
ical person than the ragged, weary-looking 
child, who had dropped her bundle, and 
stood peeping through the lattice. 

The tune was simple, but the tones of the 
piano were rich and full, the voice sweet and 
clear; and.though the child could not dis- 
tinguish the words, she felt they must b 
good. 

“Ain't it pretty !” she said, half aloud, to 


; herself, after listening attentively for a few 


moments, and her eyes brightened. ‘1 know 
who it is; it is the doctor’s daughter play- 
in’ on her piana.” ’ 
While she spoke, the music ceased. She 
waited some time, but all remained quiet, 
and slowly and reluctantly she moved away, 
and prepared to take up her bundle, while 
the happy look faded from her face. 
Suddenly she turned, and again spoke 
aloud, 

“I mean,” she said, “to go and ask her to 
sing something to me,” and she hurriedly un- 
latched the gate, and took a few steps up the 
gravelled walk. Then she paused, and 
glanced down at her torn dress and bare 
feet. 

“I don’t look very nice,” she murmured, 
and an expression, half sorrow, half shame, 
shadowed her countenance; “but they say 
Miss Nellie’s good-natured,” she added, 
“and I guess I’ll go,” and she walked hasti- 
ly on to the porch, 

The hall door was open, as also was the 
parlor door, so the child could look in and 
see a young girl sitting before the piano. 
She was about sixteen, not beautiful, but 
she had soft, brown hair, a white brow, and 
asmile that seemed to fill the room with 
sunshine. She was busily engaged in ar- 
ranging music, and did not at first observe 
the child, who had not courage to knock. 
At last she raised her eyes, and started with 
surprise, but said kindly, 

“Come in, little girl.” 

Encouraged by her manner, the child en- 
tered the pleasant parlor, and stood amazed 
at the comfort aud cheerfulness of the room. 
There were bright flowers all about, bright 
curtains, and a bright carpet that felt soft 
to her feet, but in the midst of this bright- 
ness, she remained bewildered and silent, 
thinking again with regret of her ragged and 
soiled dress. Twice the young lady asked, 

“What do you want, my child?” 

Then she answered, 

“I heard you singing in the street, and I 
thought, perhaps, you would sing something 
to me. Will you, please ?” 

“Yes, certainly,” answered the astonished 
young girl, “what would you like ?” 

“I don’t know, madam; you know,” said 
the child. 

But Nellie Grant did not know, and ney- 
er in her life was she so puzzled to decide 
what to play. She turned over her music 
in great perplexity, but could find nothing 
suited to this forlorn little child. So she 
laid it aside, and striking a few chords, be- 
gan to sing the tune the girl had listened to 
in the street. .The words were those of that 
sublime hymn, 


Rock of: cleft for me, 
Let me hide myselfin thee. 





, walking along the principal street of the vil- 
\lage of H., when the sound of music arrest- 
jed her steps. The sweet tones proceeded 
from a cottage, which staod at a little dis- 
‘child drew near to the gate to listen. 

All around was very calm and quiet ; no 
passing carriages, no noisy, happy children 





Nellie sang the verses with distinctness 
;and expression, and in listening to her the 
| child forgot the brightness about, and her 


‘own dark poverty; the color came to her 


“True, I dare not: tor I am incapable of tance from the road, and involuntarily the pale cheek, and she remained perfectly mo- 


|tionless, with her head slightly bent for- 
| ward. 
“Do you like that hymn?” asked Nellie 


with an insolent look and gesture, “You disturbed the stillness of the moment, and as } when she had finished. 
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THE YOUTH’S COMPANION, 





“O! very much,” answered the child, and | 
a little sigh came from her full heart. 
“Now,” said Nellie,” “will you tell me 
what your name is, and where you liye ?” 
“My name is Hannah Bailey,” was the 
answer; “and I live with father in a little 
house by the bridge.” 
,tAnd your mother ?” said Nellie, inquir- 


ingly. 

“Mother died four years ago,” replied the 
girl, gently. ; 

“Who takes care of you ?” asked Nellie. 
‘Have you any brothers or sisters ?” 

“No,” answered Hannah, “I take care of 
myself; I’m eleven-years old.” 

“Do you go to church, or to Sunday- 
school 7” 

“No, ma’am.” 

“Would you like to go?” persisted Nel- 
lie. 

“J don’t know as I should,” said the girl 
indifferently. 

“Hannah,” said Nellie, after a pause, “do 
you like to hear me sing ?” * 

“Q! yes, indeed, yes, indeed,” was the 
animated reply. 

“Well,” said Nellie, “if you will go to 
Sunday-school, I will sing to you every week, 
if yoa will come here.” 

“Tl go,” said the child, decidedly ; and 
then her voice dropped, and she added, *per- 
haps father won’t let me; he won't, unless 
he’s sober ; and I haven’t got any clothes.” 

“If your futher will let you,” said Nellie, 
“and you will promise to go, you shall have 
some clothes.” 

The child looked pleased. Then, as it 
was getting dark, she hastened home. Nel- 
lie watched her as she ran down the walk, 
and beard her repeating to herself all of 
those beautiful words that she could remem- 
ber, “Rock of ages, rock for me.” 

Before the next Sabbath some ladies in- 
tereste! by Nellie, visited Hannah’s home. 
It was a wretched hovel, to which heat and 
cold, storm and sunshine, were freely admit- 
ted by the broken doors and windows, and 
was almost entirely destitate of furniture. 
No one could doubt that little Hanuah had 
often suffered from cold, and was pinched 
by hunger. A reluctant consent was ob- 
tained from her father for her to attend 
church, and clothes were provided. The 
next Sabbath the child was at church, aud 
the following Tuesday she came to hear 
Nellie sing. 

The summer passed by, and the mellow 
autumn came and went. Little Hannah 
had been quite regular in her attendance at 
the Sunday-school, never absent unless de- 
tained by her father. At first it was very 
hard to interest this neglected child in re- 
ligious truths: what she was taught she so 
quickly forgot ; but as she was really bright, 
before long she began toimprove. She nev- 
er forgot to go to hear Neilie sing, and Nel- 
lie was always pleased and ready to gratify 
her. In return for her kindness, the child 
lavished on her all the affection of her strong 
nature. No matter what else Nellie sang 
to please her, each time before leaving, Han- 
nah would say, “Now, please sing ‘Rock tor 
me.’” 

It is not necessary to pursue the history 
of Hannah Bailey. My story has missed 
its. aim, if it has not already taught an im- 
portant lesson, Those who possess personal 
advantages or accomplishments of any kind, 
never taste so sweet a pleasure in their ex- 
ercise, as when employing them in gently 
winning the young, the ignorant, the neg- 
lected, or the vicious, to the ways of godli- 
ness.— Sunday-School Times. 





THE HAPPY FAMILY. 


We often hear of “happy families” such 
as we find in travelling menageries, where 
cats, rats, dogs, owls, mice and rabbits live 
together without inflicting upon each other 
any physical injury. But this, after all, is 
but a poor substitute for real affection. It 
is only an artificial state of things, and the 
love of these animals for one another is on- 
ly “from the teeth outward,” it is a con- 
strained or forced love depending a good 
deal upon the eye and whip of their keep- 
ers. This is sometimes the case in human 
families, where the peace and harmony of 
the household depends upon the presence 
and authority of the parent, and are not the 
result of kindness and affection dwelling in 
the hearts of the different members. 

In our cut of this week we have the rep- 
resentation of a happy family of quite an- 
other kind. Here is a group that manifests 
the presence of real happiness. The moth. 
er is happy as she fondles her babe upon her 
lap; the infant itself leaps and crows with 
happiness as it basks in the sunlight of its 
mother’s eyes ; the brother and sister are 
happy as they turn over the book that has 
just been given them ; even the dog, seems 
truly happy as he participates in the com- 





fortsof a happy home. This is a happy 
family. Here love reigns supreme. Here | 


order is established, and here the command- 


| ments of God are honored and obeyed. 





THE FAMILY. 


SUMMER WOODS. 
Come ye into the sammer woods ; 
There entereth no annoy ; 
ANl greenly wave the chestnut leaves, 
And the earth is full of joy. 


I cannot tell you half the sights 
Of beauty you may see, 

The bursts of golden sunshine, 
And many a shady tree. 


There lightly swung, in bowery glades, 
The honey-suckies twine ; 

There blooms the rose-red campion, 
And the dark-blue columbine. 


There grows the four-Jeaved plant ‘‘true-love,”’ 
In some dusk woodland spot ; 

There grows the enchanter's night-shade, 
And the wood forget-me-not. 


And many a merry bird is there, 
Unseared by lawless men ; 

The blue-winged jay, the woodpecker, 
And the golden-crested wren. 


Come down, and ye shall see them all, 
The timid and the bold ; 

For their sweet life of pleasantness, 
It is not to be told. 


And far within that summer wood, 

Among the leaves so green, 
There flows a little gurgling brook, 
” The brightest e’er was seen. 


There come the little gentle birds, 
Without a fear of ill ; 

Down to the murmuring water’s edge 
And freely drink their fill ! 


And dash about and splash about, 
The merry little things ; 

And look askance with bright black eyes, 
And flirt their dripping wings. 


I've seen the freakish squirrels drop 
Down from their leafy tree, 

The little squirrels with the old,— 
Great joy it was to me! 

And down unto the running brook, 
I've seen them nimbly go ; 

And the bright water seemed to speak 
A welcome kind and low. 

The nodding plants, they bowed their heads, 
As if in heartsome cheer : 

They spake unto these little things, 
‘Tis merry living here !”’ 


Oh, how my heart ran o’er with joy! 
T saw that all was good. 

And how we might fom up delight 
All round us, if we would. 

And many a wood-mouse dwelleth there, 
Beneath the old wood shade, 

And all day long bas work to do, 
Nor is of aught afraid. 


‘The green shoots grow above their heads, 
And roots so fresh and fine 

Beneath their feet; nor is their strife 
*Mong them for mine and thine. 


There is enough for every one, 
And they lovingly agree ; 
We wight learn a lesson, all of us, 
Beneath the green-wood tree. 
Mary Howirr. 


— 


AFRICAN CUSTOMS. 

Dr. Livingstone, in his travels in the inte- 
rior of Southern Africa, has discovered some 
new tribes who are more intelligent and 
civilized than the other nations of Africa. 
Some of our readers may have read his large 
volume giving an account of his travels. If 
so, they will be interested in a part ofa 
letter to the British Association. 


In the upper part of the Lower Shire, in 
the Highland and in the valleys of the Low- 
er Shire, there is a somewhat numerous pop- 
ulation. The people generally live in vil- 
lages and in hamlets near them. Each vil- 
Jage has its own chief, and the chiefs in a 
given territory bave a head chief, to whom 
they owe some sort ofallegiance. The par- 
amount chief of one portion of the Upper 
Shire is a woman. 

The sites of their villages are selected, for 
the most part, with judgment and good 
taste. A stream or spring is near and pleas- 
ant shade trees grow io and around the 
place. Nearly every village is surrounded 
by a thick high hedge of the poisonous eu- 
phorbia. During the greater part of the 
year the inhabitants could see an enemy 
through the hedge, while he would find it a 
difficult matter to see them. By shooting 
their already poisoned arrows through the 
tender branches, they get smeared with the 
poisonous milky juice, and inflict most pain- 
ful if not fatal wounds. The constant drip- 
ing of the bruised branches prevents the en- 
my from attempting to force his way through 
the hedge, as it destroys the eyesight. 

The huts are larger, stronger built, with 
higher and more graceful roofs than any we 
have seen, Many of the men are very in- 
telligent looking, with high foreheads and 
well shaped heads. They show singular 
taste in the astonishingly varied styles in 
which their hair is arranged. 

The bead necklaces are really pretty spec- 
imens of work. Many have the upper and 
middle as well as the lower part of ,the ear 


bored, and have from three to five tings in| In early life they 
each ear. The hole inthe lobe of the éar husband became 


is large to admit one’s 


ad “been poor ; but the 
Yhristian, and God bless- 


The remark of that dear boy has taught me 
a lesson which I hope to remember, When 


enough finger, and‘ ed their ryj ahd they were living in.a+I go to his bedside, after he has been asl 
some wear a piece of bamboo about an inch comfortable r ent, when one y s|for hours, and see his ruddy hols ant 


in it. : 


rass and iron bracelets, elaborately fig- 
ured, are seen; and some of 
from two to eight brass rings on eac’: , 
and even the thumbs are aot spared. 
wear copper, brass and iron rin 


men sport 


ey | which Thomas had 
gs on their the law of God. So, when the visitor ask-) and pervading must be his trust in a father’s 


8 called on them to ask their subserip- 
et 


ity. Theeld lady had less reli 


clustering ringlets, and watch his peaceful, 


relig- innocent expression, and listen to his gentle 


ion than her husband, and still hankered af- 
ter the Sabbath 


ited from to 


legs and arms; many have their front teeth ed their contributions, she interposed and 


notched, and some file them till they resém- 
ble the teeth of a saw. 

The upper-lip ring of the women gives 
them a revolting appearance ; it is univer- 
sally worn in the highlands. A puncture is 
made high up in the lip and it is gradually 








said : 

“Why, sir, we have lost a deal by reliy- 
ion since we first began; my husband knews 
that very well, “Have we not, Thomas?” 

After a-solemn pause, Thomas answered, 
“Yes, Mary, we have. Before I got relig- 


enlarged until the pelele can be inserted. | ion, Mary, I had an old slouched hat, a tat- 


Some are very large. Une we measured 


tered coat, and mended shoes and stockings ; 


caused the lip to project two inches beyond | but I have dost them longago. And, Mary, 


the tip of the nose; when the lady smiled, 


you know that, poor as I was, I had a habit 


the contraction of the muscles elevated it | of etting drunk and quarrelling with you ; 


over the eyes. 

“Why do the woman wear these things?” 
the venerable chief, Chinsurdi, was asked. 

Evidently surprised at such » stupid ques- 
tion, he replied, “For beauty! They are 
the only beautiful things women bave ; men 
have beards, women bave none. What kind 
of.a person would she be without the pelele? 
She would pot be a woman at all with a 
month iike a man, but no beard.” 

They seem to be an industrious race. 
Tron is dug out of the bills, and every vil- 
lage has one or two smelting bouses ; and 
from their own pative iron they wake ex- 
cellent hoes, axes, spevrs, knives, arrow- 
heads, &c. They make also, round baskets 
of various sizes, and earthen pots, which they 
ornament with plumbago, said to be found 
iv the Hill Country, though we could vot 
learn exactly where, nor io what quantities; 
the only specimén we obtained was not pure. 
At every fishing village ov the vanks of the 
river Shire, men were busy spinning buaze, 
and making Jarge fishing nets from it ; and 
from Chihisas to the Lake, in every village 
almost, we saw meu cleaning and spioning 
cotton, while others were weaving it into 
stgong cloth iv looms of the simplest con- 
struction, all the processes being excessively 
slow. 





FACTS ABOUT BUTTERFLIES. 

We remember, a fable, one of AZsop’s, we 
believe, which pleased us very much in our 
boyhood. It represented a butterfly ridieul- 
ing an ant for working so hard, but a few 
weeks after, when the cold weather set in, 
the butterfly begged for something to eat, 
and died of hunger. Butterflies are very 
pretty, but rather useless. We find in the 
Portland Transcript some account of them: 

Notwithstanding the beauty of the butter- 
flies, and their- apparently happy life, they 
are extremely selfish in their habits, and on 
this account their faculties seem very limit- 
ed in comparison with other insects. We 
never find them united in democratic repub- 
lics, like the ants; or in a constitutional 
monarchy, like the bees; nor ina socialistic 
monster phalanstery, like the paper-manu- 
facturing wasps; but they are real anar- 
chists, the subject of no superior officer, and 
of no kind of government. 

Every one takes care of himself; and in 
this fact, perhaps, lies the great secret of 
their happiness; for although they are ,de- 
prived of all social comforts, still no one can 
find fault with another, where all mind their 
own business, and are mutually independent. 

This social condition would never answer 
for mankind, because from our nature we are 
mutually dependent upon one another, and 
ever must be so; but it does very well for 
the short-lived butterflies, who require but 
little food, and have no trouble to procure 
it. Independently they ramble about while 
the sun shines, and during the night they 
sleep upon the trunk or branches of a tree, 
or on the underside of a leaf, of which they 
take fast hold with their feet. 

Butterflies, like moths, are not directly 
injurious to vegetation, because they have no 
mouths with which to eat, but only a pro- 
boscis through which they suck the sweet jui- 
ces of flowers, Their caterpillars, however, 
are equally rapacious, and would destroy all 
our vegetables, as well as trees, if their num- 
ber was not constantly diminished by birds, 
beetles, wasps, lizzards, frogs, toads, and oth- 
er anima!s that feed upon them. 





SCRAPS FOR YOUTH. 





LOSSES BY RELIGION. 

The Savior enjoins on every. disciple an 
absolute surrender of whatever will interfere 
with his religious life; and many worldly 
people hesitate about becoming Christians, 
from dread of the great sacrifices to be made. 
But in a final review of life, those who have 
made the greatest apparent sacrifices will 
confess that they have gained a hundred- 
fold even in the present life. The follow- 
ing incident is instructive ; 





Near London there dwelt an old couple. 


| and that, you know, I have lost. 





And then 
I had a burdened conscience and wicked 
heart, and ten thousand guilty fears, but all 
are lost, completely lost, and like a mill- 
stone, cast into the deepest sea. And, Mary, 
you have been a loser too, though not so 
great a loser as myself. Before we got re- 
ligion, Mary, yon had a washiag-tray, in 
which you washed for hire; but since then 
you have lost your washing-tray. And ‘you 
had a gown and bonnet much the worse for 
wear; but you have lost them long ago. 
And you had many an aching heart concern- 
ing meat times ; but these you happily have 
lost. And I could even wish that you had 
lost as much as I have lost; for what we 
lose for religion will be an everlasting gain.” 
: _ ig to 
THE BRIGHT SIDE. 

Boys have their tronbles as well as grown 
people. Itis right that they be told in 
what spirit they should bear them. Read 
as follows : 

Look on the bright side. It is the right 
side, The times may be hard, but it will 
make them no easier to wear a gloomy and 
sad countenance. It is the sunshine and not 
the cloud that makes the flower. There is 
always before or around us that which should 
cheer and fill the heart with warmth. The 
sky is blue ten times where it is black once. 
Yon have troubles, ‘it. may be. So have 
others. None are free from them. Per- 
haps it is as well that none should be.’ They 
give sinew and tone: to life—fortitude and 
courage toman. Thatwould be a dull sea and 
the sailor would never get skill, where there 
was nothing to disturb the surface of the 
ocean. It is the duty of every one to ex- 
tract all the happiness and enjoyment he can, 
without and within him; and above all, he 
should look on the bright side of things. 
What though things do look a little dark ? 
The lane will turn, and the night will end 
in broad day. In the long run, the great 
balance rights itself. 


IDIOT GIRL. 


THS 


Fanny was twelve or thirteen years old, 

though she did not’ look more than seven. 
Miss B. found her in a cottage, tied into a 
little child’s chair, looking very sickly and 
silly. Miss B. pitied her deeply, and set 
about doing something for her. She sup- 
plied her with better Food and clothes; she 
spoke to her kindly, got her to come to an 
evening school, where she learned to knit 
and sew. She soon began to take an inter- 
est in Scripture, and seemed.to understand 
wuch of what 'was said, and at length ven- 
tured to give her answers to the questions 
asked. Her mind was wakening up. 
One evening the children had been read- 
ing the last chapter of Ist Peter, and Miss 
B., in explaining it, spoke about the devil 
and his temptations,—“the roaring lion who 
walketh about seeking whom he may de- 
vour.” She warned the children against 
him. 

Little Fanny listened, and then said earn- 
estly, in her slow manner, “I'll have norn- 
1n@ to do with him ; [’H have norurna to do 
with him.” Then she stopped, and a shade 
of thought seemed to come over her poor va- 
cant countenance, and she said, “But, ifhe’s 
so wicked, why does not he say his prayers?” 

aol emt! 


A GOOD FATHER. 


“One evening, as the wind was raging 
and howling with terrible force, shaking the 
house, and making timid people tremble for 
fear of fire or other accidents that might be- 
fall them, a number of grown persons were 
complaining of the wakeful and restless 
nights they had endured during some recent 
winter storms. 

“A little boy who had listened, unalarm- 
ed, with a sweet beaming trust in his face, 
said, in his turn, ‘ Isleep so well and sound 
because I've got such a good father. I know 
he would not let anything happen to me. If 
the house should catch fire, he would take 
me up in his arms, and run down stairs with 
me, and I’d be safe.’ 

“This went to my heart, and rebuked the 
fears of those who tremble and toss upon 
restless pillows, when he, who holds the 
winds in his fist, is their Father and friend 


ings and easy shillings timid child, often flying with 


breathings, knowing, as well I do, that he is 
fear from 
| trifling causes of alarm, then I feel how deep 


‘loving heart and strong arms, to cause such 
| dreamless slumbers amid howling winds and 
jstorms. The Christian may learn a lesson 
jeven from a babe’s lips. Ought we not to 
rest peacefully amid causes of alarm, because 
we ‘have such a good Father?” 

acces 


THE MINER-BOY’S MISSIONARY BOX, 


There is a coal-mine in ——shire, seven 
bundred feet underground, into which a gen- 
tleman descended, for the purpose of inspect- 
ing the interior. When he arrived below, 
he found a poor boy there, who belonged to 
his Sabbath school class, The boy was re- 
joiced to see him, saying, “O, sir, I never 
expected to see you here ;” and got permis- 
sion to show this gentleman over the mine, 
He was overjoyed at having this privilege, 
and skipped along so rapidly that he every 
now and then left the visitor in great dan- 
ger of falling into some of the holes with 
which the mine abounded. At last they 
came back to what the gentleman supposed 
to be the entrance; and glad enough the 
gentleman was to have the prospect of see- 
ing daylight once more, when the boy said, 

“There's one place yet that I must show 
you.” 

The gentleman, being tired, said, “Well, 
I do not much care about seeing any more ; 
but, if you wish me, I will go.” 

The boy led him into a spacious, gloomy- 
looking cavern, where the frail candle glim- 
mered feebly in the dark space around them. 

“Here,” the boy said, “we have our prayer 
meetings,” showing the gentleman the seats 
cut out in the coal, where they used to sit 
when the Bible was read; ‘and here,” said 
he, “is our missionary-box,” exhibiting a 
box cut out of the solid coal, into which 
they used to put what money they could 
spare. See how the way is made, where 
there is the will ! 

Doubtless God looked down upon these 
miner-boys, as they put theit farthings and 
half-pence into this coal box, with as much 
regard as he did upon the princes of Judah, 
when they “rejoiced, and brought in, and 
cast into the chest, until they had made an 
end.” 

eeiligesd 
THE MONGOLIAN BOY. 

The following oarrative is from one of the 
recent publications of the London Religious 
Tract Society: 

Years passed away among the Mongolian 
Tartars, and no one came to the missiona- 
ries to inquire what he should do to be sav- 
ed: at length, a youth named Bardo came 
and sat down in a mission school. He was 
ignorant of the letters of the alphabet; but 
he soon got on, and in a short time could 
read und write very nicely, and also had 
committed to memory a catechism, and many 
passages of Scripture. He then gave up the 
worship of his gods, and told the children of 
the family with whom he lived, that he now 
believed that there was only one God, and 
one Savior, Jesus Christ. From this time, 
he felt more of his state as a sinner, and 
was often seen to retire that he might pray 
in secret. He began also to hope that he 
had found mercy through the Lord Jesus 
Christ, who died to save sinners. When 
mixing with his own people, he told them 
what he felt, and invited them to come and 
hear the Gospel for themselves, for that if 
they died trusting in gods that cou!d not 
save them, they would perish forever. 

The Tartars place their idols on a table 
opposite the door of their tents, and every 
person as he enters is expected to bow be- 
fore them. When they saw that Bardo did 
not bow as he passed, they ill-used him, and 
tried to force him to worship their gods; 
but finding they could not prevail, they 
turned him out of their tents. One day, a 
lama, or priest, beat hlm severely upon the 
head, which brought on violent pains and a 
fever. The fever continued for several 
weeks, and he gradually wasted away. Pain 
in the chest and a cough followed, so that 
poor Bardo was brought very low. - His 
friends fearing he would die, began to talk 
of using some of their heathenish rites, to 
save his life, but he would not consent to 
this, and be his friends to carry him’ to 
the missionaries, The Tartars also placed 
upon the wall, opposite to where he lay, 
some of their charms that he might look up- 
on them ; but Bardo turned his back to the 
wall, though he had to place himself in a 

ainful position, that his eyes might not be- 
hold the sinful folly of his friends. 

On the morning of the day on which he 
died, he was asked, “Should you die now, 
whither would your soul go ?” 

“To heaven.” 

“Who will receive it there ?” 

“God.” 

“Qn what Savior do you put your trust 
for salvation.” 
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. 7a not make flour. And when we tell hurt, if not killed, and that their most like- 
uate: feeling he ‘esid, ———r salient dibenete bad for them, we ly hope of safety was to sit still. 

“If God had not in his providence brought |40 not mean that will kill them at 

here to learn about that Saviour, what | nce, or make them at once, but that 
would have become of you?” they will not make ged blood. They are 

“I should have lived in sin, and gone to| like poor wheat to the miller. 
hell when I died.” abe aoe Svepienant, ane gees Set, 

He said he was not afraid to die; yet he| 0d candies, and sugar plums are not 
would rather live, if it were God’s will that | wheat, and they make poor blood, and poor 
he might honor and take care of his pa-| teeth, and poor bones; and tobacco and 
ouiie. beer and spirits are just as if you should en te 

His breathing became softer, and like one | throw stones into the mill among the wheat. a Ssiee weviislan 
falling into a gentle slumber, he fell asleep They all ¢o mischief. | Their laugh was full of youthfal glee, 
in Jesus. Thus died the first convert among| _1 have a word more to say about the mill| 4.14 ocho caught it merrily. 
the Mongolian Tarters—one who may be which each of us own. As the miller must 
said to have fallen a martyr; for there is|put in gvod wheat into the flour mill, in or- 
little doubt that the blows on the head which | der to grind out good flour, so we must put 
he received from the lama, “were the chief|g00d plain food into the stomach in order to 3 , 
cause of his death. His school-fellows car- | have it sy ~— geod bipod to make as} I as sail: Jhon oils es 

sod hi ‘ in| grow an ‘ : r *. 
Tet antl Chriat shall alli o etornal life, | , if me want to be good we must take care| And who oun bring Shen from share 

‘ ; i of ovr health as well as our morals, for i , 
een ee we feel sick, it is hard not to be cross and a an a 
ill-tempered, and if we are weak and feeble Then intelligence brightened 
FROG STORY. we cannot work. Her eyes’ gentle beam. 

A short time ago, as two colliers were There is one thing children do not always “They're tones,”” the answered, ‘‘angels shed, 
working coal in a pit in the neighborhood of understand, nor for that matter elder peo- | Because the pretty flowers lie dead. 
Bach-gate, Linlithgowshire, they were aston- ple either, sometimes, that this mill of ours, 
ished, on breaking a large piece of coal, to|the stomach, needs to rest. It is like a 
see a living frog skip nimbly from it. The | living creature that goes and goes and does 
niche in which it had lived was perfectly | its work, and then must stop and rest and 
smooth, and of the exact shape of the frog. | &°t ready to go to work again. Anybody 
The hind legs of the animal were at least that has to work all the time is soon worn far, I am sorry to say, as to strike each oth- 
twice as long as those of an ordinary frog, | °Ut. er.. Their mother parted them, She took 
the fore legs almost gone. It was ofa beauti-| So we ought to take our regular meals,| 7° 1. bor own room, and sent John to his 
ful bronze color. It leaped briskly about | 20d the stomach will take care of them and pt 7 et ? 
the moment it was liberated from its dazk | grind them up and send them round tomake|"", 5. was going towards the staircase, 
abode. How many generations it may have | ¥S grow, and then it must rest. But some Rover lay in his way in the hall. Rover 
been shat from light and air, it is impossi- children will eat their breakfast, and then did not gdh to have any knowledge of the 
ble to say: certain it is, that although di-|by-and-by pick up an apple and eat it, and) |) oof John’s state of mind; for he 
minutive in furm, and. with great brilliancy | then a piece of pie, and an hour afterward a Lakes him in the face -naturedly, and 
of eye, it is a very antediluvian Jooking cus- | Piece of gingerbread, and then after dinner rapped on the floor with his tail. John gave 
tomer.—{ Curiosities of Natural History. |* few nuts, and then pick up a cracker or hine a kick and told him to get out of the 

two, or an apple, or an orange, and so on,| Rover ran away quite tail fallen. 
net not because they arereally hungry, but they |". 4 thile John's mother told him he 
popes iaaedlipettihancetheeltins SUI lonpenescnp sy: Spye arse way fasredd sch down and confess his fault. He 

When Dr. Nathaniel Prentice taught a|& g¥ess what harm they are doing, over- ye down, but felt too stubborn to confess. 
public school in Roxbury, he was very mach working the poor stomach that wants rest. He went tate ths porch and leaned against 
a favorite, but his patiencé at times, would| _ Children read in the Bible about self-de- one of the pillars, and looked out on the 
get quite exhaus' by the infractions | Dial, and think, “Ob, that is something for renee with wank unhappy expression of 
of the school rules by the scholars. (Ov one | der people ; I don’t know anything about pean a ‘ 
occasion in rather an angry way, he threat- self-denial.” But the Bible is meant for Rader 9AM up to him, looked up in his 
ened to punish with six blows of a heavy| ll, and here is a very simple way in which)», and licked his hand. John burst in- 
ferrule, the first boy detected in whispering, children may deny themselves. Who will to tears, and went to his mother, and con- 
and appointed some as detectors. Shortly | TY ? 3 ¥ Jensed hist ault, and received her forgive- 
after one of the detectors shouted : Tobacco and spirits are the same as if you ness :S° S! Banter: 

“Master, John Zeigler is whispering,” should throw stones into the flour mill , : 

John was called up, and asked if it was|®™ong the wheat. They would not only 
a fact. (John, by the way, was a favorite, | Spoil the flour but injure the mill. And 
both of his teacher and school-mates.) sometimes they have to stop the mill and 

“Yes,” answered John, “L was not aware | x the stones all over when something has 
what I was about; I was intent on work-|g0tin to spoil them. But your mill can't 
ing out a sum, and requested the oue who be taken to pieces, so the only way is to 
sat next to reach me the arithmetic that keep out all that will do any harm. Think 
contained the rule, which [ wished to see.” | of this 

The doctor regretted his hasty threat, but 
told John that he could not saffer him to KUEP IN THE SUNDAY SCHOOL 
whisper or escape the punishment, and con- F 
tinued : Boys as they grow to be young men, some- 

“I wish I could avoid it, bat cannot with- | times think themselves too old to remain in 
out a forfeiture of my word, and the con-|Sunday school, but we like to see them 


sequent loss of my authority. I will,” he . : ‘ f leaving till 
continued, “leave it to aoy three scholars holding on widhent.qug- en ‘of losvieg 


you may chovse to say whether or not I they get to be teachers instead of scholars. 
omit the punishment.” ‘ Presideot Harrison was a great friend of 

Joba eaid he wes agreed to that, and im-| Sabbath schools : : story that will interest all of our little 
aneeey. — on oa Tr. D., and D.| «President Harrison taught for several | friends, aud it woald not be strange if- it 
P- “ t cucu deo did (ator er years in anhamble Sabbatn school on the| pleased the older ones too. s 
ties ) ae follows 1 banks of the Ohio. The Sabbath before he| “0, eg ean ge as ware 

Tho ‘ ; n horse. 

“The muster’s word mast be kept invio-|left home fur Washiagton, to assume the gs rte pa l-w it ‘all around, —1 
late—Joba must ressive the pongo tom duties of Chief Magistrate of the nation, wish t ed ck: Seether, Gua-pew get abe 
blows of the ferrule 3 but it mast be in = he met his Bible-class: as usual. And his | ine like Georgie’s ” as 
“ = Merry prosencian 0s the yet last, counsel on the subject to his gardener, His mother told him she didn’t think she 
‘aiving aa aa, tall the blows.” at Washington, it may be hoped, will never ae d by he came to her and said 

Joho, who had listened to the verdict, |be furgotteu by the uation. When advised BPs Rwy A apd qnectekieaper ’ 
stepped an to tne doctor, and, with out-|to keep a dog to protect his feait, he re- ie sncther told bite tie did. 
stretched hand exclaimed : ,, |Plied, ‘Rather set a Sanday-school teacher! Soon after she saw her little boy go into 

“Master, wi et a 0g Mesa ey shan’t to take care of the boya.’” the parlor, and she followed, unobserved, to 
— blow; I will receive the pun- ost tear ab going to do. He knelt 
ish ment, tto ; rayed, ‘ ’ 

The doctor under pretense of wiping his rite Tea dive ri Prowl oles® If you 
eats at probing tet mi pearigrd It is a matter of great importance to chil- | will [ will be a good boy, and you will nev- 
rh. OIE. AOS5A, SRNR BO WO s dying |dten, and grown people too, to be ready to|¢r be sorry for it; Georgie has a wooden 
it. L believe he did think of it to his dying g P : horse, and won't yougive me one? Amen. 
day, but the punishment was never inflict-| give efficient help in danger or accidents, 5s chau Teoelt te tis: queted tank anil. 
ed, instead of shrieking and wringing their “It’s all right now, mother, I shall have a 
hands, and unfittiog themselves to be of any | wooden horse.” 

THE OLD MILL. real service. We find in an exchange some “Why Pheri hay mother. : 
: P “ ive me one, 

Children always love to look at a mill, }g00d hints about it: ; g py little Willie ah 
with the great wheels turning, and the wa-| “What is presence of mind, mamma ?”) 4. night, his father eame home, and the 
ter rushing through, and everything looking ne —, si eaciane eff site foto tea mother told him the story about their little 

i d full of life. But doubt if oe Orn hoy asking God for a wooden horse. 

See ar aati’ gr ena of ete ae. ae The father thought about it, a moment, 
many of our readers ever thought they have| plexity, arid to recollect and do at once the od then said wi ts psatdo ena cans “Well, that 
a mill inside of their bodies, which does its| right thing to be done. That may be very tara pay ys ed. Willie expects 
work as regalarly and thoroughly as any | different at pe baaagy é iy md ft and it must be answered ;” and he went 
saw-mill or grist-mill. The Sunday School a peas imag ear orendir’ e the poe § immediately and bought one, and placed it 
Times gives a good description of it. ws y & sive ho breaking the door and |" the very ottoman by which the dear child 
When we eat our food it is like puttin ican her nee it. He saw at once | Knelt when he ecked Ged pots 

it into a sort of mill, where itis ground, ou this was the best way of escape, when anoth- The next morning little Willie was run- 





CHILDREN’S COLUMN. 





THE DEW DROPS. - 


One beautiful morni ao 
Two children were playing, 


‘Dear sister,”’ cried Clara, 
**Come hither and see, 
How brightly the dew drops 


eating 
REBUKED BY ROVER. 


Lucy and John became angry with each 
other as they were at play. They went so 


eel 


PRAYER ANSWERED. 


We read a pretty story once of a little 
girl who had heard her fathor pray at fam- 
ily worship, that the poor might be fed and 
the naked clothed. After worship a beggar 
knocked at the door, asking for food and 
clothes, but the farmer sent him away rude- 
ly. The little girl said to her father, when 
he came in, “Father, if I were you, I would 
auswer my own prayers.” He immediately 
called the beggar back, and supplied his 
wants. Here is another story of the same 
sort: 





We revently heard the following curious 


PRESENCE OF MIND. 


——@< 





- rabbed ap, and softened, and then goes out|er train was coming upon them, and so ex-|ing about the house, and by and by he 


by little veins and vessels to. make blood, | erted his strength in that direction. Ao-| Went into the parlor. He at once saw the 
nf from the blood to. make bones, and skin, | other lady ~~ preserved when the horse dear object for which he had eared en 
and flesh, and teeth, and nails, and hair, | ran off with the carriage in which she was which he expected to —_ eran a 
and every part of the body that grows. This| driving, by a gentleman holding her fast caught it with joy, seen — —— 
is what makes children grow, and makes up | and not allowing her to jump out.” with gratitude to the ki eavi ~ er 
for wear and waste in older yar’. Some-| “Why did he hold her, mamma ?” who had answered his prayer, =) ie ex- 
things are good for food, and when ground| «Because he had presence of mind to claimed, “O God, you are we ert: child’ 
up make good blood, and some are like poor | know that if she sp out when they were Isn’t this a beautifu) instance of a 's 





gone to his rest | me 


ment of the promise, ‘Ask, and ye shall re- 
ceive ?” 


alittle child ? 
But he hearsthe 





quest of a precious child? And did he 


come his angel , to answer the 
simple and beautiful supplication of this lit- 
tle one. May the Saviour give us all the 
simple faith, or trust and confidence, of this 
little child. 





BLIND HENRY, 


One surmer-like morning in spring I took 
a walk in the country. I had not — far 
before I met a boy and a girl. The girl 
made a curtsey to me, and, touching the 
boy, told him to make a bow to me, which 
he did, and looking up said, “Good morn- 
ing. I saw that he was blind, and feeling 
deeply interested in him, I asked him where 
he lived. He told me, in the first cottage 
at the end of the lane. 

The next day I went to see him. His 
name was Henry. I found him listening to 
his sister reading to him out of the Bible ; 
when she had finished he appeared in deep 
thought. I asked what he was egw 
about? He said, “Before it pleased G 
to deprive me of my sight, I was, [ fear, a 
very wicked boy in many ways. I never 
thought of God and heaven until I was very 
ill, and feared that I was dying. I was 
very miserable then. I remembered the 
days when I went to Sabbath-school, and 
there was taught that Jesus died on the 
cross that sinners might be saved. Then it 
pleased God to turn my heart to him; and, 
though since blind, I am far happier than I 
ever used to be,” 

“How long have you been ill?” I asked. 

“About half a year,” he replied. 

I papel with him, and told him if he on- 
ly loved Jesus, and was good and patient, 
Jesus would love him, and when he died 
would take him to heaven. 

Isaw poor Henry very often. He ap- 
peared to be quietly sinking ; he was always 
very glad for me to talk to him of Jesus. 
He told me that he was so happy, for he 


washed away by the blood of Jesus. He 
feared not to die, for he was sure that Jesus 
would be with him when he passed through 
the dark valley of death. 

That valley was soon entered by the poor 
blind boy. His last words were, “Happy ! 
Happy! Saved ! Saved !” 


—--+@-—— 


THE SAME GOOD GOD {MAKES THE 
{THUNDER. 


A lovely little girl not quite six years old, 
was out taking a ride with her uncle and 


noticed a black cloud rising. He turned 
the horse about, and made all possible haste 
to reach home before the shower overtook 
them, but they were some miles away,—the 
cloud came up very fast and at length burst 
upon them. 

As no other shelter was at hand, they 
were obliged to remain in the carriage and 
ride on. The rain came down in torrents, 
the lightning seemed to grow brighter, and 
the thunder louder every moment, Sudden- 
ly there was a dazzling flash, and almost at 


explosion of a cannon just above them. 

The little girl’s uncle leaned forward, and 
looking into her face, saw a smile there. 
“Are you not afraid, Nellie?” said he. 

“Why, no indeed!” answered Nellie; 
“mother says the same good God that makes 
the flowers grow makes the thunder too, and 
he loves me just as well now as when the 
suo shines,”——Child at Home. 
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JUST PUBLISHED. 
THE YEAR OF GRACE; 
A HISTORY OF THE REVIVAL IN IRELAND IN 1899, 
By mer. oe Gibson, Lge te of Christian Ethics in 
's College, Belfast, with an introduction + Baro 
Stow, D. D. 12mo., cloth. $1,25. - , 
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Austin Phel; D.D., of Andover Theological Seminary. 
16mo, cloth, 38 cents. 
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pn ay commendations, and ts doing incalculable . Its 

has y reached the twenty-fifth thousand. 

THE HISTORICAL EVIDENCES of the Truth of the Scrip- 
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coveries of Modern Times. By George Rawlinson, M. A. 
12mo. cloth, $1.25. 
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ve ¢ one hand, and the statements and allusions of an- 
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For the Companion. 
THE PEA FAMILY. 


BEANS AND CLOVERS. 





«Do you remember,’ said Lucilla to Anne, 
‘those scarlet blossoms that we saw the other) 
day, growing in a garden near the school-| 
house ?”’ 

‘*Yes,’’ said Anne, ‘‘they were the Wlossom | 
of a sort of Bean ; I have heard them called | 
Scarlet Runners.”’ 

‘Let us go to day,” replied Lucilla, ‘and 
see if they are still to be found. Iam think-| 
ing that they must belong to the very family | 
of plants that we have been talking about. | 
You remember that one distinction of the Pea | 
Family is bearing the fruit in pods. I think the) 
various sorts of Beans must belong here.”’ 

As the two girls walked on, they came to 
the ga:den which joined the echool-yard. There | 
was a young lady walking in the garden, who| 
freely gave them of the bright flowers of the 
Scarlet Pole-bean, sometimes as Anne had said 
called the Scarlet Runner. These they agreed 
to carry to Uncle Ambrose. 

“I think,’’ said Lucilla, ‘this family is by | 
no means hard to distinguish. Ifa plant bears | 
pods like a Pea or Bean, we cannot help know- | 
ing it, nor can we fail to recognize the butter- | 
fly-shaped blossom.’ 

Unele Ambrose admitted that these flowers | 
illustrated well the subject of which they had| 
been speaking, but cautioned Lucilla about the | 
danger of seizing too eagerly upon a single pe-| 
culiarity ofa flower in determining its relations. 


| 
| 
| 
| 


‘There are,”’ said he, ‘‘and I ought perhaps | 
to have*told you so before, other plants besides | 
the leguminous ones which bear their fruit in 
pods. You remember the singular looking | 
pods of a yellow brown that you saw growing 
upon the plant we called Honesty. This you | 
remember belonged to the Cruciform family. | 
You may however distinguish a leguminous | 
plant, from the fact that its pod opens on one 
side only,”’ 

‘Like a Pea-pod,”’ said Anne. 

‘*Yes,”’ said Uncle Ambrose, ‘‘and you will | 
observe that the fruit grows on one side only | 
of the pod. The butterfly-shaped blossom you | 
cannot easily mistake. The flowers of this fam- 
ily which do not have this distinction are com- | 
paratively but few.” | 

‘It isso peculiar,’’ said Lucilla, ‘so differ- | 
ent from everything else that grows, that we 
cannot mistake it.’’ 

«And yet,” said Uncle Ambrose, ‘‘this form 
exists sometimes where you least think of it.” 

**How can that be ?’’ asked both the girls at 
once. | 

“It may surprise you,”’ said Uncle Ambrose, 
‘to learn that the common Clovers, which grow 
so thickly all summer long in the fields and 
about our paths, belong to this family.’’ 

‘Is it possible !”’ said Lucilla. } 

«*Yes,’’ said Uncle Ambrose, ‘‘in the minute 
forms of some of the flowers which are familiar 
to us, yet which are never seen fully, until we 
are able by artificial means to get a magnified 
view of them, we learn something of the won- 
ders of that Creative Power which is always 
working all around us. We see with what 
lavish hand our Heavenly Father has poured 
beauty and loveliness everywhere. 

For the last few minutes Anne had busied 
herself in searching for some of the flowers of 
which they were speaking, and now she appear- 
ed before her uncle with blossoms of the Clover 
both red and white. He took one of the lat-| 
ter and plucking out a single floret from the 
mass, he placed it under his magnifying glass. | 

Much surprised was Lucilla to see the tiny 
bit of a flower expand beneath the glass into a 
most remarkable likeness of the Pea blossom. 
At once she was convinced beyond a doubt that 
the Clover was a member of the Pea family. 

**But,”’ said she, ‘‘I have never seen any 
pods growing among the Clover leaves.” | 

‘You would he very likely to overlook this, 
unless you sought for it very carefully. It is 
very small and moreover included, hidden as it | 
were, in the calyx of the flower. oventhoeteas 
it is a regular legume, bearing its little seeds in 
their pods.” 

‘¢«Now,’’ said Anne, ‘please try a floret of 
the red Clover.”’ 

This was no sooner placed beneath the glass, | 
than both girls uttered an exclamation of de- 
light at the elegance of the flower which was 
magnified before them. 


| water moccasin, was opened. 


| tles were in motion and the an 


| fiercely. From the moment the do 








| less one. 


exceeded al] that she had seen. 

«*You have here,”’ said Unele Ambrose, a 
glimpse of that world of beauty and glory | 
| which lies all around us, and yet is for the 
most part hidden from our sight. Often with 
| regard to the commonest plants we are led to 
exclaim, they are ‘‘a beauty and a mystery.’’ 

It was now time for the girls to go home. 
Uncle Ambrose remarked that he had not yet 
done with the Leguminous plants, but would | 
recur to them again another time. 

M. 
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VARIETY. 





BABY’S SHOES. 

They’re very dainty little things, 

With bow and buckle bright ; 
And fitted to dear little feet 

So soft and smooth and white ; 
And all the children eager rush 

To tell the wondrous news, 
That our baby has short clothes 

And pretty little shoes. 


Why is it that my timid heart 
Ts full of anxious fears, 

And all unconsciously my eyes 
Glisten with blinding tears ? 

It is that up to this my babe 
Lay on a loving breast, 

To which he ever eager turned 
For nourishment and rest. 


But little shoes, ye bid me think 
That from this very day 

I send another pilgrim forth 
Upon life's weary way 

Into the world of sin an care, 
It’s struggling and its strife, 

Until with Job his soul may wish 
It never had known life. 


*T was just two years ago I put 
On Katy’s little feet 

Such shoes as these, with fond caress, 
And kisses warm and sweet : 

Things just as fragile as these are, 
And not a bit more stout ; 

Yet she had joined the angel band 
Ere they were quite worn out. 


Ah! many a mother’s bitter tears 
On little shoes are shed, 

Relics of household treasures gone, 
Idols among the dead. 

Whether this babe reach man’s estate, 
Or soon his course may run, 

I only ask for grace to say, 

«Father, it will be done !”” 


SNAKE CHARMING. 


Travellers in the East have often reported 
the wonderful feats of snake-charmers, who 
play without any fear with the most poisonous 


| serpents. Such sights are rarely witnessed in 


this country, but the Atalanta Intelligencer 
gives an account of a performance, by a Swede 
named G. F. Wireen, before the Medical Col- 
lege in that town : 

‘*A box containing some twenty-five snakes, 
among which was a rattlesnake with seven rat- 
tles, a large cotton mouth moccasin, the cop- 
perhead or rattlesnake’s pilot, two. different 
species of the viper, and several specimens of 
He took first 
the rattlesnake in his hand, shook his rattles, 
played with him, and coiled him about his 
neck. He next took the cotton mouth mocca- 
sin, and went through the same manceuvres 
with him, and so on through all the others. 
He had at one time the whole twenty-five crawl- 
ing around his neck, shoulders ana head, play- 
ing with him, touching his whiskers with their 
tongues, and actually kissing him. He put 
them on the floor, and tormented them in a way 
that we should call cruel, but not one of them 
| attempted to bite him, or to show the slightest 
anger, no matter whathe did. He picked them 
all up and put them into his bosom, where 
they crawled and coiled for five minutes. They 
were then restored to their box, every one sat- 
isfied of one thing, that is, his complete con- 
trol over them. 

A small stout dog, at least four years old, 
was then brought in, when Mr. Wirsen tovk 
out the rattlesnake, and in an instant the rat- 
r of the snake 
aroused. Mr. W. held him in his hand while 
he bit the dog twice. He then coiled the rat- 
tlesnake around his neck, and took out the cot- 
ton mouth moccasin, which bit the dog once, 
was bit- 
ten, and he appeared in excellent health before, 
he looked dull and drooped, and died in an 
hour. This was toall a most satisfactory evi- 
dence that the snakes were venomous, but per- 
| fectly charmed and innocent in the hands of 
Mr. Wirsen. 


INTELLIGENCE OF BRUTES. 


Every one has heard of the sympathies of an- 
imals towards each other. Cries of distress 
will often call them forth. When the dam of 
a new-born lamb has died, some affectionate 
| sheep, a Ithough she may have one of her own, 
n known to foster and suckle the hel 

In my own immediate neighborhood, 

the youngest of a large litter of pigs—a 


“It is,” said Uncle Ambrose, ‘as you will | little helpless creature—who was not able to 


notice, beautifully variegated with shades of 
pink. Suppose,’’ added he, “‘that we place 
the whole flower beneath the glass. An aggre- 
gate flower this is sometimes called. 

‘‘When placed beneath the glass, however, 
the flower became so large that it could only be 
seen in portions. It seemed a forest of beauti- 
ful flowers, each bearing impressed upon it, 
the peculiarity of the family. Lucilla thought 
theese brightly-tinted, delicately-winged flowers 





get at its mother‘for nourishment, was warm- 
ed under the win of a good-natured hen. It 
was fed by hand, but when turned down, 
hen was always  Feady to take charge of it, and 
thus it was reared 

These instauces might be multiplied to a con- 
siderable extent, showing the active benevolence 
of some animals ; but the following fact will 

‘ove the exisience of a combined intelligence 
in creatures, which I have reason to believe 
has hitherto unnoticed by naturalists 








as existing among the feathered creation. The 
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Ant, 


accuracy of the be 
In the island of Ceylon thore fe to be found »| 
very cunning and sensi! 
| smaller than our own native one, having a glos- 
sy back, and altogether rather an engaging, 
pretty bird. Now, in the of the Governor | 
ot Ceylon, a dog was one day amusing himeelf 
| by gnawing a bone, the scraps of meat upon 
| which - ti se pe - of one of these) 
'erows. It ali on the ground, ho 
around the Preeti the boner and saan 
waited an opportunity of seizing the latter. 
| The dog, however, was on his guard, and by 
certain growls, and probably angry looks, 
which the bird understood, no doubt, protect- | 
his property. The crow was too cunning and 
reed a to be baffled. He flew away, but 
soon returned with acompanion. They 0 
up to the dog, when the fresh arrival wate 
his opportunity, and gave a sudden pull at the) 
| dog’s tail. Not being used to such an insult, 
| he suddenly turned round, in order to see who | 
'had taken this liberty with him. The bone! 
| was fora moment left unprotected, and was 
|,immediately seized by the first cunning crow, | 
| who flew away with it joined by his companion; 
| and they doubtless had a merry feast upon it. 
—[ Once a Week. | 








AN UNLUCKY EXPERIMENT. | go 


It is never prudent to get into a difficulty | 
| without knowing beforehand how to get out of 
it. Ifthe Judge, alluded to in the following | 
| story from ‘Realities of Paris Lite,’’ had act-| 
|edon this principle, he might have saved him- | 
| self a good deal of mortification as well as hard 
labor. 


A story is told of Baron H——, who, when} 

| once visiting a penal institution, inspected the 
mill with the rest, and heing practically dis-| 
| posed, the learned Judge philanthropically | 
| trusted himself upon the threads, desiring the 
| warden to sit it in motion. The machine was 
accordingly adjusted, and his lordship began 
to lift his feet. In a few minutes, however, he 
| had quite enough of it, and called to be releas- 
‘ed, but it was not so easy. 

«Please, my lord,”’ said the man, ‘‘you can't 
get off; it’s set four twenty minutes ; that’s the 
| shortest time we can make it go.’’ 
| 


| in roast beef and bread and butter.’’ 


| 


SPIDERS. 


The history of the spider is very curious and 
| although familiar to men of science, not much 
| known to the general reader. 


hed for. | clatterin 


crow, somewhat | They 


| was smaller than the other. 


| One of these is the water spider (Argyroneto | 


| Aquatica. This little creature frequents still | 
| pools. She constructs an oval cocoon, lined 
| with silk and open below like a diving bell. 
| This is cunduaaly sunk beluw the surface and 
anchored by threads to surrounding plants or 
| those parts of them that grow under water. 
| When this little dormitory is sunk beneath the 
surface, as it commonly is, she fills it with air| 
in this bp She swims upon her back and 

ts her abdomen enveloped in a bubble of air. 
With this she descends, and liberating it be-| 
neath the aperture of the cocoon, the air rises 
into itand displaces the water. This process 
is repeated until the cocoon is filled with air. 
Then taking her seat upon the lip of the cocoon 
she watches her prey, and as it swims uncon- 
sciously under, she darts out and secures it. 
The constant liberation of oxygen from the 
neighboring plants, the absorption by-the wa- | 
ter of the carbonic acid produced by her respi- | 
ration, keeps her little atmosphere pure and 
life-supporting through all summer long; and 
when winter comes, she seals up the aperture 
in the bottom of her little house and sleeps the 
long sleep of winter. 


A SOLDIER OF MANY WARS. 


| Many emigrants to this country hada hard 
experience of life in Europe before reaching a 
land of freedom. 


A correspondent of the Woonsocket Patriot, 
from Slatersville, R. I., furnishes the fol!owin 
facts respecting Mr. William Dirk, who die 
in that village on the 12th ultimo: 

Mr. D. was a native of Holland, a son of 

rents of wealth. During the fierce struggles 
of the Dutch for national existence in the lat- 
ter part of the last century, this son, at the 
early age of 14 was pressed into the arm 
ken by night from his bed, he never again saw | 
or heard from those parents who had 80 care-| 
fully and kindly watched over him. 

| When Holland afterwards became a part of 
the French Empire, and her navy and army a 
part of the French forces, Mr. D. found him- 
self compelled to fight the battles of France. 
| He was one of the soldiers of Napoleon during 
| the fiercest of his earlier battles. He was in 
| the fiercely fought battles of Lodi and Arcola. 
| He afterwards went with Napoleon to Egypt. 
| Here he deserted from the army. He experi- 
jenced many narrow esca before reaching 
home. He was first in the hands of the natives, 
then of the Spaniards, then of the Turks, and 
experienced hard usa; Escaping from these 
oppressors, he next did service on board the 
nglish man of war, fighting the Algerian pi- 


ing a place on board of an American vessel, he | 
came into the harbor of New York in the time 
of the embargo, during the last war with the 
motiier country. He had received but one se- 
vere wound from the enemy amid all these con- 
flicts. That was from a spent ball, which 
lodged in the skull, just over the left temple. | 
Under the fostering care of a son and wife, the | 
last days of the old soldier had been truly peace- 
ful. 


DRINK OF SEA BIRDS. 


The question is often asked, 
birds obtain fresh water to slake their thirst? 
but we have never seen itsatisfactorily answer- 


ed till a few daysago. An old skipper with 
whom we were conversing on the su eet, said | 
that he had frequently seen these birds at sea, 


far from any land that could furnish them wa- 
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| said, **she eiketed 


~y id say, the 
article long wanted and looked for by the people, | believe” will 
in Mrs. H. K. Witson's 
urchases, dog os age Hair Regenerator and’ Drese- 
Bhe laughed, and | Pastor of Elm St. Methodist Church, Mauchester, Nr HL 
gone to the butcher’s 


Nasuva, N. H., Sept. kk. 
| for his dinner, as he did not like fish, and! up hair had bee Uralty gray. By "dia ens came Zenza, Rast 
| wouldn’t keep Lent; he was a Protestant.’’ generator us en8 Senet wom and 


ie Pp 
e hair is restured to ‘te origit original o color, and rendered red sott and 
ph and where it was very thin, anew and beautiful 
go" 
eel confident that it operates, not as a dye, but to 
on roots to their natural healthy state. 
recommend it wo all who are in need. 
compared with the benefit received. 
Yours Respec' 


So passing on to the store where she was accus- 
tomed to trade, and waiting a little, the dog “ 
soon came in, basket in mouth, and ready to 

home. To gratify the curiosity of the shop- 
ater the basket was examined, and sure 
enough there was a fine bone nicely placed in 
| the basket, evidently by the batches’ hands. 


growth 


restore 
ine ane dol 
The expense is nothing 


Rev. E. M. KELLOG. 
To whow it may concern : 

‘This certifies that I have been an eye witness of the wonder- 
ful ih ot Mrs. Wilson’s Hair Kegevator upon several of my 


| trieuds’ heads ; some, it reimstateu the hair to i 
| color others it gave a tine ew growth of hair, and in 
having been very bald for fitteen years, but now I 


id 
| quite an increase of hair, and I am: satisned it 1 had attended 
w it as | should have done, my head would have been nearly 
we quite covered. I have used but one bottle. 
You have liberty to use this as you please, with the addition 

| that it ls alugst a sure cure lor the heauache. 

Da. H. A. BLN4 1UN, 
Of the Saratoga Water Cure. 


Saratoga, N. ¥,, Aug. 15. 
esses. Henry P. Wison & Uo.: | have used your Hair 
Regenerator on my he which removed the dandrulf and 
cured the headac oti vhich I have been very much afhicted 
| with tor many y 
ata a applied St to to the heads of others hundreds of times, 
4 have never known an ustance but what it removed all 
ery pean sures and pimples vi every kind. 
‘dhe above you are at liberty to make use of as you see fi 
MINOT F. ARKAL. 


Dentistry.— When we inquired of a frienda 
few days since, what business he now followed, 
he replied, ‘‘Dentistry—the insertion of teeth 


REASONING OF A NEWFOUNDLAND 
DOG. 


A friend of mine, while shooting wild fowl ®™ 
with his brother was attended by a sagacious 
dog of this breed. In getting near some reeds | 
by the side of a river, they threw down their | 
hats and crept to the edge of the water, where 
they fired atsome birds. They soon afterwards 
sent the dog to bring their hats, one of which 
After several at- 
attempts to bring them together in his mouth, 
the dog at last ple.ced the smaller hat in the 
larger one, pressed itdown with his foot, and 
thus was able to bring them both at the same 
time.—Jesse’s ‘* Anecdotes of Dogs.”’ 


The Regenerator is put up in two sizes, and retails for 50 cts. 

pint bottle, and AUK tor quart bottles. ‘the quart bottles are 
much the chea, oY x 

are made are, re 2 Tare virtue, abu are entirely dinerent irom 
those used in any other preparation of the kind iu this country. 
‘They are coviing and gently moistenmg in their natwe, and 
poem oe no a yous but those winch nature evidently in- 
urpose, aud will surely do all it is recom- 





ten 
mend ie 
Mrs. Wilson's Hair Brenive is put up in large bottles, and 
retails for 3/ cts. per and jor dressing the hair of any 
person, young or vld, ‘coe ‘ts hut its equal in the w 
will make the hair everything you 


=.=. 


GEORGE t vt. NICHOLS, Northtield ; F. E. SMITH, Montpe- 
r, Vt., General Agents tor Vt. 
T.w. bYOrr & SONS, 


. Philadelphia, General Agents for 
Pennsylvania. 
M. 


& Co. ; Geo. C. Goodwin & Co., 


S. Burr & C No. 11 and - Mar- 
shall St.; Charles T. Carn Ww 


‘Colcord 
& Preston, No. 54 Hanover bt. ; Wilson, Fairbanks & Co. 
No. «0 and 45. Hanover St; Reed, Cutler & Go., No. 113 and 
115 Broad St. toi 


Menitasionns by HENRY P. WILSON & CO., Manches 
bee my ‘to Whow all ietters should be addressed. 
y 


s\n | 

| PERUVIAN SYRUP, 
OR PROTECTED SOLUTION OF 

Protoxide of Iron Combined. 





rid. it 
Want it should be, and 
muvreover, it has @ pertume that is infinitely superior to 4 
| of the fashionavie extracts, either toreign or American, whic 
| alone shouid eutitle it to a place on every lady's toilet table. 
sal 2H Be caretul and obtain Mrs. Hi. k. Wilsun’s Hair Dressing, as 
as the name will be blown in every bottie, and you can obtain 
ENCOURAGING. | it im almost every store in the Uniteu States or Canada. 
a | Wholesaie Agents. 
Some years ago, a party of Cambridge (Eng- alt pote, General Agent for Maine, New Bruns- 
land) philosophers undertook, for a scientific 
object, to penetrate into the vasty depths of a 
Cornish mine. Professor Farash, who made 
one of the number, used to relate with infinite 
gusto the following incident of his visit. On 
his ascent in the ordinary manner, by means of 
the bucket, and with a miner for a fellow-pas- | 
senger, he perceived, as he thought, certain un-| 
mistakable symptoms of frailty in the rope. 
‘How often do you change your ropes, m 
good man ?”’ he inquired, when about half way | 
from, the bottom of the awful abyss. 
“We change them every three months, sir,” | 
replied the man in the bucket ; ‘‘and we shall 
change this one to-morrow, if we get up safe.”’ 


This well known Remedy has been used very extensively 
and with great success for the cure of 


DYSPEPSIA, 
OB IMPAIRED AND IMPERFECT DIGESTION 
AND THE CONSEQUENT 


| 
A YANKEE OUTWITTED. | 


A Paris journal says that a Yankee was po- | 
litely invited by a Chinese merchant to make | 
him a visit at his house. The Chinaman over-| Deterioration of the Blood. 
whelmed his American guest with hospitality, 


AND FOR THE FOLLOWING 
providing for him a splendid sort of throne in FORMS OF DISEASE. 


Most of which originate in 
DYSPEPSLA. 
Liver Compleat, Dropsy, Neuralgia and Nervous Affec- 


8 
tions, Loss of Appetite, Headache, Languur and Depression of 
skin, Carbunsies and Boils, P 
) 


the distinguished stranger. The house swarm- | 
ed from morning till night with courteous, ob- 
sequious and admiring Chinamen, until Broth- 
er Jonathan began to be abashed by the hom- | 
age he received. But the next day the Yan- 
kee, having picked up a rudimentary knowl- | 
edge of the Chinese tongue, stopped, on enter- | 
ing his friend's abode, to peruse a magnificent 
inscription over the door, which he found to | 
run as follows : } 
‘*Here will be seen a real live North Ameri- | 
can—a species of creature rare in this country. | 
Admission two cents, payable on going out !”’ 


is, Piles, Scurvy, Atiections of the 
in, Consumptive Tendencies, Bronchitis, Diseases Peculiar 
to Females, and all ppaenents Accompanied by x a De- 
bility, and requiring a Tonic and Alternative Med 
TESTIMONIALS FROM CLERGY rorong 
On the efficacy of the we Syrup and the benefits the 
have derived from its u 
Rev. JOHN PIERPONT, Medford, Mose. —Its efficacy in Salt 
Rheum and other Cutaneous Disease 
| Rev. WARREN BURTON, Boston, Mass.—Its hs Ming 
er- 


aay Loss of Appetite, Oppression, Neuralgia, 


a Affections, and Genera! Debility : Its Value to Clergy- 


nev. “SYLY ANUS COBB, Boston, Mass.—Its Use and Efficacy 
family : Restoration of strength after Typhoid Fever. 


ig THOMAS WHITTEMORE, Boston, Mass.—its Use and 
— - Paraly sis, Dyspepsia, and Dropsy on the Chest ; 
SAVED A LIFSH. ves me new Vigor, Buoyancy of Spirits, 
Elasticity of Muscle 
A daring feat was done about a week ago on | Rev. EPHRIAM NUTE, Jx., Lawrence, Kansas Territory. — 
the Erie and Canandaigua branch of the New) 1 Eificacy in D: yspepsia, Bebitits, prostration, and Adapia- 
York nnd Erie Railroad, by John J. Delancey, | 2., wenry vu 
engineer of a train. He was comi ng down a/  pepsia an a the Live 
53-foot grade, near Millport, when he observed | Bev. 8. Boston, sil —Its Value in cases of 
hi ; 
a child playing on the track ahead of his train. we Dettlity Iti, “indigestion, Torpid Liver, Neuraigia, and Nerv 
He immediately whistled for the brakes, but on | 
such a heavy grade and in so short a distance 
it was of no use. He made up his mind ina 
second how to He ran along to the | *¢ 
front of his engine, got down on the pilot, and | 
when within six feet of the unconscious child 





PHAM, Boston, ane —Its Efficacy in Dys- 








Rev. P.C. ile Mass. 
| ry asic Agent, and Efficacy in Dy at Diarrhoea, ast 


re OLMSERAD, Boston, Mass.—General Recommen- 
dation, an {n its ¢ ess aS a Medicine, its 
Efficacy 11 i Dyspepsia and Nerv ous  Debility. 

on Pa Lapp ye Seg Batters foe the above amet 

entlemen an an Ving full information of 
bounded from er seized the child from | syrup, can be had on S application tw the Agents, —s 
certain death, and rolled with it over an em-| 
bankment, safe and unhurt, barely clearing the | N- L, CLARK & CO., Proprietors, 
engine in his descent as it went thundering | CODMAN BUILDINGS, 
. No. 78 Sudbury Street,........ccccocscsccerccccccseves 


Boston 
Sold mf Druggists generally throughout the United States. 
1—ly 








BOUND VOLUMES. 


FOR sale, at a low bape at this Office; Bound Volumes 
of the Companion from 1?48. 36—~-tf 


It is an honor to be good betimes. A young 

saint is like the morning star: he is Tike a 

pearl ina golden ring. Among all the disci- 

les, John was the youngest, and the most and 
t loved. 


YOUTH’S COMPANION 
A FAMILY PAPER 


DEVOTED TO 
Piety, Morality, Brotherly Love--No Sec- 





“Ma, if you will give me an apple, I will be 


“No, my child, you must not be good 
pay—you ought to be good for nothing.”’ 


for 


“Do ou sing?” * says the teapot to the ket- tarianism, No Controversy. 
tle. es,’’ replies the kettle, ‘I can manage gay JSG Ine 
to a over a few bars.’”’—‘‘Bah !” exclaimed OLMSTEAD & CO., BOSTON, MB, 
the teapot. No. 22 School Street. 
Parczs $1 A Year. Six corizs ron $5, PAYMENT IN ADVAKCE 
An original way of answering two questions ao 
‘at a time: ‘Here, Biddy, By toiling what's ane vOenee oe eee sam 


the time o ‘night, and w ae 8 3 the pertaty pud- 
8 eight, sir.’’ 





E. F. Duren, Bangor Agent. 












































